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“Bill was a wise man,” George 
said. He picked up bits of balsa, 
bamboo and several cuttin 
knives and added them te a half- 
filled box. “Thanks for this kit, 
Diana,” he said. “It’s been a won- 
derful evening.” 

“Davey and I enjoyed having 
you here,” Diana said. “Come 
over often, please.” She pressed 


right. Don’t you science fought with her new re- 
solve, then she followed George. 
She didn’t even stop to stack the 
dishes. 
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himself behind his newspaper. 
He made no sign that he noticed 
the box on the floor, © 
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try—but I’ll need your help...” 
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her. He took her face between 
his hands and looked into her 
eyes. “Hello,” he said after a 
moment. “I remember vou from 
somewhere .., ” ; 


“Would you like me to make 
some popcorn?” Polly asked, her 
heart quickening. 

“We'll dispense with that to- 
night,” George laughed. “Say 
what’s the matter with your 
finger?” 

“Well,” Polly said. “I guess I’m 
rather clumsy. But the teacher in 
the woodworking class I enrolled 
in today said I'd learn...” 

George grinned as he put his 
arms around Polly. “How comé?” 
he asked. - 

“Tf you can’t lick ’em, you join 
’em,” Polly quipped, snuggling 
close to her husband. 

Her sudden) movement  dis- 
lodged the pipe from George’s 
shirt pocket. It fell to the rug 
scattering a cloud of ashes. -, 

“Never mind,” Polly smiled. 
“Good for the rug, vou know.” 

“Lady,” George said, “I’m sure 
going to like living in your house 
from now on—and on-—-.” He 
punctuated the statement with a 
satisfactory kiss. : 

HE END 
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under a table. She lifted her chin. 
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In the basement, she found the 
box George had brought home 
from Mrs. Whiting. She carted 
it upstairs and put it down in the 
middle of the living room rug. 

Then she paged through the 
phone book and dialed a number. 

When George returned that 
evening, Polly in slacks and a 
sweater, met him at the door 
with a smile and an ardent kiss. 
Also.a bandaged finger. 

George, seemingly preoccupied, 
returned her kiss dutifully, then 
strode past her into the house. 

During, dinner he limited his 
conversation to the state of the 
weather, then picked up his news- 
paper and went into the living 
room. 
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